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Tritt. O my fwcet beoffe,l muft ftill bec gx>d angcl to thcc 
themony is paid backe againe. * 

Fal. OI do not like that paying ba eke,tis a douMe labor. 

'Frin. I am good friends with my fatber and may doany thing 

Fal, Rob mc the exchequer the firft thing thou docft k and doc 
it with vnwafht hands too. 

Bar. Domy Lord. 

Trin. I hauc procured thee Iackc a chargc offoot. 

Fal. Iwouidithadbeenofhorfe.Where fhalllfindeonc that 
can fteale vvell. O for a fine thiefe of the age of xxii. or therea- 
bouts: Iamhainou{lyvnprouided. WcIl.Godbethankcdfor 
thcferebelSjtheyoffendenonebut thevertuous; /laude thcm,I 
p.aifcthem. 

Trin. Bardoll, Bar. My Lord. 

Trin. Go bearc this letterto Lord Iohn ofLancaftcr, 

To my brother Iohn, this to my lord ofWeftmcrland. 

Go Pcto to horfe,to horfe,for thou and I 
Haue thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time, 

Iackc,meete me to morrow in the temple haule 
At two ofclocke in the afternoone, 

Thcre (halt thou know thy charge,and there receiue 
Money and order for their furniture, 

The land is burning } Pe*rcy ftands on high, 

And either weortheymuftlowerlie. 

Fal. Rate words,brauc worldhofteflé,my breakfäfteome. 
Oh I could wirti this tauerne were my drum. 

Ter. Wel faid my noble Scot,if(peaking truth 
In this fine age were not thought flattery, 

Such atttibution (hould the Douglas haue, 

As not a fouldior of this feafons ftampe, 

Should go fo gencrall currant through the world 
By God,I cannot flatter,I do defie 
The tongues offoother$,but a brauer place 
In my harts loue hath no man then your felfé, 

Nay taske mc to my word ,approue mc Lord. 

Deug. Thou art the Kingofhonor, 

No man fo potent breaths vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter ont with letters. 

Ter, 


efttemte thefoWrth, 

Per .Do fo.and tis wcl.What letters haft thou there? 
Ican butthankcyou. 

Mef. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Ter. Letters frem him,why comes he not himfelfe? 
A/f/THc cannot come my lord heisgrieuous (icke» 
Per. Zounds how has he the leifure to be ficke 
In fuch a iuftiing timCjWho leads his power? 

Vnder whofe goucmment come they along? 

Mef. His letters beares his mindnot I my mind. 
fVor. I prcedie tel me,doth he keepe his bed? 

Mef. He did my Lord,foure daics ere I fet forth, v 

And at the timé ofmy departure thence, . 

He was much feardeby his Ph fitions. 

tVer. I would the (late of time had firft been wholc, 
Eare he by fickncfic had bin vifited, 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Per. Sicke now,droupe now 5 this ficknes dothinfedfc 
The very life bloud orour enterprilc. 

Tis catching hither euen to our campe, 

He writes me here that inward fickndlé. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foonc be draw n,nor did he tbinke it meet 

To lay fo dangerous and dearc a truft 

On any foule remoou’d but on his own, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertilcmcnt, 

That with our fmall coniuu&io» wc (hould o», 

T o fee how fortune is difpofd to vs. 

For as he writes there is no quailing now, 

Bccaufe the king is certainly peflc (1 
Ofal our purpoteSjwhat fay you to it? 

Wor. Your fåthers fickncfleis a maime to vs, 

Per. A petillous ga(h,a very limbe lopt off; 

And yet in fäith it is not.his prefrnt want 
Seemesmorc then we fhdfinditrwcreit good 
To fet the exa& wcakh of al our ftates 
Al at one caft? to fet fo rich a mainc 
Onthc nice hazard of one doubtfoll hourc? 

It were not good for therein (hould we read 
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